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seemed familiar. I looked hard. Yes, it was Marvsia M, my very good friend, who had been so fond of Barbarka! A crazy hope surged within me perhaps she 'knew some thing about my girl. Perhaps Baibarka was alne, after all
Marysia M looked at me unblinkinglv, e\en whea I stood close to her, without recognizing me at all
"Marysia," I whispered She knew mv voice.
Trena!" she called "Irena! You-here0" She looked at me incredulously.
"But Barbarka'* I cried "They told me . that Barbarka had been lolled!**
Ever since the woman from Skorupki Street had told me about the bombing that had spared so few, I had been prepared for the news of Barbarka's death. And yet, with the blindness of all those who love, I could not believe what I had not seen with my own eyes.
"What are you talking about, for God's sake?1* Marysia shouted irately, "Barbarka's alive! I saw her only vaster-day.-
I moved my lips, I wanted to say something, to smile, but could not.
The transports from Warsaw were coming in BOW evtry half hour, and I haunted the gate with searching eyes m my unremitting hunt for Barbarka. It began to rain. It would stop for a while, and then it would pour again.
From tiie latest arrivals we learned that the Soviet planes had bombed the Western Station, Why did they bomb the station now, when it was imperative for the people of Warsaw to get out of the city as quickly as possible? Why could not their plaaes have come mw Warsaw three or two weeks sooner, \dbea it had not yet been too kte?
The water dripped from my hair and ttoro my bade. The deportees from the teiasporfs dragged thrir leaden and tibe Geraaan guards aid not awi hunry